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well to take a glance here and there in this record of
daily thoughts and incidents, kept in an old blank
book intended for taking notes on lectures while he
was a cadet, not with a view to extracting ideas of
great worth, or of finding entries of literary merit,
but to gain some inkling of the idiosyncrasies, talents,
faults, foibles, mingling in confusion, yet working
together to the formation of a character. A thou-
sand wild fancies were at that time floating about
him. At one time he was dreaming; at another,
pushing forward in some ambitious move; now full
of fire, and now pining for some one on whom to
lavish the tenderness of an affectionate nature. In
the very opening of the diary, on April 25, 1830, he
is dreaming.

A gloomy afternoon, and my thoughts almost as gloomy
as the weather. I wonder if there be not a connection
existing between our thoughts and surrounding objects.
Sometimes I have imagined my spirits rise and fall with
the sunshine and the cloud. Be that as it may, I perceive
myself at rather a low ebb this evening. My mind seems
to turn in restlessness from side to side, and yet finds no
spot on which It can rest with the least composure or
satisfaction* It fiiids nothing to soothe, nothing to cast a
subduing influence over the jarring chords of thought, and
reduce them to harmony and sweetness. I think if I could
gaze for one moment upon some kindly face that beamed
with goodness, that looked candid and artless, this would
produce the desired effect.

My present mode of life ill suits my disposition. It
may be well for one to spend a large proportion of his
time alone. We are thea obliged to think, and if our
thoughts are under proper control, this may be of un-
doubted advantage. But to live entirely alone, to occupy
a solitary room, in which nothing greets the eye except in-
animate objects, where all is silent, and one starts, as Sel-number rejected. This morning, about eight o'clock, we
